THE YOUNG MELBOURNE
tion on the unparalleled iniquity of his own character;
compared with him, he cried, William Lamb was as
Hyperion to a satyr. On other occasions, with eyes
lurid with jealousy, he would require Caroline to
swear that she loved him better than William. And
when she hesitated, "My God, you shall pay for this",
he thundered. 'Til wring that little obstinate heart."
He even made her give up waltzing on the ground that
he could not bear to see her in the arms of another
man. Caroline was jealous, too, and showed it in an
even more spectacular fashion. Little Lord John
Russell, at dinner at Spencer House, was startled to
notice that Lady Caroline Lamb, seized by a fit of un-
controllable agitation, had bitten through the glass
that she held in her hand; following her gaze across the
table, he saw Lord Byron bending attentively over a
beautiful woman next him.
Certainly the course of their love was the reverse of
smooth. Rogers used often to arrive home in the
afternoon to find the pair pacing his garden: they had
quarrelled all day and wanted him to reconcile them.
To Caroline, suffering had its compensations: existence
was for the first time as exciting as she had always
desired it. But Byron felt differently. At heart he
liked life to move calmly and sensibly. It was only his
desire to conquer Caroline that had made him play up
to her heroics. Once his victory was won, he grew
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